CHAPTER   II

AUGUST 1797-JUNK 1812

ALONE, in the sense of absence of companionship,
but not alone in the sense that he was before, for,
when he lost his wife, two helpless little girl-lives
were left dependent on him. One was Fanny,
Mary Wollstonecraft's child by Imlay, now three
and a half years old ; the other the newly-horn
baby, named after her mother, Mary Wollstone-
craft, and the subject of this memoir.

The tenderness of her mother's warm heart* her
fathers ripe wisdom, the rich inheritance of intel-
lect and genius which was her birthright, all these
seemed to promise her the happiest of childhoods.
But these bright prospects were clouded within a
few hours of her birth by that change in her mother's
condition which, ten days later, ended in death,

The little infant was left to the care of a father
of much theoretic wisdom but profound practical
ignorance, so confirmed in his old bachelor ways
by years and habit that, even when love so far
conquered him as to make him quit the single